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"Monkey feus iness" . Is a 



slang : phrase used to describe something that 



should not have 



It is am apt, accurate phrase. We got indirectly 



in the monkey business toward the end of 1964 and soon learned that it was some 
thing that indeed should hot have happened. ; • 



% that time I suppose we should have' learned to be wary of anything 
that seemed innocent and harmless that came our way, especially if our motives 
were good. But how can people 'ifao believe that wrong cant be right learn to 
suspect that right is always wrong? We had always lived a simple, straightfor- 



ward 'life, giving no one else trouble and looking for none ouirselves. We were 



trusting; perhaps too much so. For years we loeked our chicken houses at night 
but left our home with the door unlocked. Even now the locks on our doors 



wouldn’t discourage a stout paper clip, and keys that will operate the locks 
can be bou^it in any five and ten for a dime.. 



The monkey deal looked like a good thing to us when Jeff Butler knocked 



at the door one August afternoon and asked if we’d be interested in renting 



some of our empty chicken houses. Taxes, insurance and, all our other costs 



were continuing and we had no income, from the buildings or anything else. 



Also, he seems d to be a nice, clean-cut fellow. With J ohn Roberts and another 




partner I haven* t # , met Butler had just begun a biologieals business. They were 
young men and helping them seamed in itself worthwhile; ' ’ 

Before even answering his question I made it a point to let him know of 
the problems we had had with helicopters and sonic boom, and that ^ile for some 

time we had had a respite, we couldn’t guarantee, from the long history, that 
there would not be a recurrence. 

: "Dont worry about that," -gutler said. "That , wont bother the monkeys. 

So I took him out and showed him the buildings which he thought ideal 
for their purposes., All the steps we had taken to cushion the stresses 
and control the environment were exactly right for the simians, who, Butler 
told us, do best iwht with a temperature of 75 degrees year round. Additionally 
they bed to be. kept as clean as we had kept out ehiekens, which means really 
almost laboratory clean. The butomatic ventillation was perfect, the light was 
excellent, the size of each building was ideal, and by the time we got back to 
out house both- of us were very happy. It isn’t often two strangers can get together 
and learn that one has something he isn't using that is just exactly what the 
other urgently needs, but that is what happened with Butler and me. 
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Eyea the rental was no problem. Wien I figured our our break-even point 

tke figure was so ridiculously low compared to all the other prices that had 

been quoted him he voluntarily raised his own rent! 

With that kind of a guy we decided to do all we could to help. Except 

for one thing: when he talked about a earetaker, my wife put her foot down. ? 

B Eo animals for mei" she declared as formly as only a determined -woman 

can. ”1* ve had it, and I’ll have no responsibility for any animals except nr 

my eats and our geese.” To. this day she hasn’t been down to see the monkeys, 

either. They have com© and gone but Lil hasn’t even seen then from the distance. 

rhesus 

It turned out ninety monkeys were even then on their way from India and 

cooperation 

some Greens had beem ordered from Africa. Only the xitw-tv iTE-rnp-w tcy ©f Panto, which 
got , the monkeys to Dalles Airport two days late made it possible for the facil- 
ities to be ready by the time of their arrival. And that’s the way it has been 
ever since. I guess thatS the way it often is with young men and a young 
business. They have so much to do they cant do it all, so they decied deeide 

to confront each emergency as it arrises, not yet having learned that the best 
emergencies are those we anticipate and prevent. 

^n whatever ways we could we helped them, giving them the use of our 
tools, helping them locate other things they needed, introducing than to 







honest suppliers, end even locating their help. ' 

The first rhesus innocently gave most trouble. They didn't want to 
make trouble, I’m sure. But they had just travelled half-way around the. world 
and suddenly found there new world was one without trees and with individual 
eages through which they could barely get their hands. Bid I say "barely"?; I ; r 
suppose there is no sueh word in the monkey's vocabulary. They can or they 
cant; they do or they dont. If they ean, they do, depend upon it. The more you 
want them not to do it, whatever it is, the more bs natural it seeanr >t®srfehem 
to do just that. 

After waiting at Dulles for two days, with charges on a rental trmek 
running while the truck was parked, Jeff finally got the monkeys here two 
o'clock in the morning the second day after they had been due. Carefully he 

caged each one, gave them feed and water, and went home for a few hours sleep. 

' 'after ' ' ' 

He was back a little inefaxe daylight, bleary-eyed byt happy for here at last 

was the real beginning of that part of his new business. We invited him in fb'r 

a cup of tea, not knowing we were offering him the last chance for relaxation 

and a few moment's peace for the next eight hours. 

Wi thing three minutes after leaving our home he was back, in a state of 
high agitation. Most of the monkeys, it seems, has gotten out of the cages. 
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He phoned Roberts and another friend, D "Dick" Johnson and Floyd Cabell, Ms 
helpers, and bravely taekeld the mess by himself pending the arrival of help* 

Hothing worked, and before any of his assistants got here he was on the 

located'' 

phone seeking aa. animal net. We finally £ot him one at a fisiing-taekle store 
in Frederick. % the time he got back with the net the help wss^gafehrah; 
had gathered, also with nets, and soon they were flailing away at the agile 
monkeys, without much success. They finally had to change their tacties ‘ 
and use one net only, with ail the other men acting as "beaters" . One at a 
time, 'slowly, frustratingly they caught the by now thcrvughl*'' iteightei&d 
creatures . We could hear the mixtures of sereeehes, shouts and curses until 
about 3 that afternoon. Finally the job was done, all the eages were secured, 
the monkeys were fed and watered. 

My wife had a lunch for them and they felt a little better by the 
time they left for their respective homes. 

The next day was much better. Only about 40 percent of the monkeys had 
taken their eages apart, and it took less than half as much time to cat eh thorn. 

Saeh day it got a little better. 1 never did inquire whether they were out- 
witting the monkeys or if the monkeys were tiring of the game. By the end of a 
week or so the monkeys were staying in the cages. They eould get their hands and 
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aims oat, bat tbs rest of them, was staging inside . 

lor the moniceys, this was an acceptable compromise, fbr it permitted them, 
a less lpsp nerv? waking apaaefc outlet for their playful instincts. 

*&§?. inyant©d a special kind of monkey baseball,, and We; could hear their happy 
Chatter, as they played the game . It was an expensive- game for Continental S 
Distributors, but I believe as long as tkose monkeys remained in the cages and 
lived % ere 1 was nothing tkey could then do to make Butler and loberts unhappy. 

I discovered the monkey baseball by accident one day when I went down to 
call Jeff to the phone. 

"What are all those bis euits on the floor?” I asked him. 

. . M Qh, those” ,» he said in an offhand manner* 1 "That’s their feed”, 

- ■ "But what is it doing on the floor?” After all, 1 had loaned them all 
our beautiful aluminum and stainless steel feeders and waterers. , 

” J ust wtaeh them for a minute,” Jeff suggested as he went to answer the 
phone. So I did. 

- lfe£$ 

One by one, the rhesus would poke their hands through the walls of the 
cages and take a biscuit. ‘These were perhaps an inch by two inches and a half 
inch thick. And they’d throw them at eaeh other. Already that day those animals 
had wasted at least three times as much of their expensive ration as they had eaten. 
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and tie day was young. Ones in a while one would tabs a nibble before lie pitched, 

but most of the activity was pitching. After the throw, as I bed seen them do 
in zoos, they grabbed the sides of their cages and jumped up and down with 

pleasure. For variety -perhaps this was what , counted as. a home ran- they used - 
my feeders and waterers! 

Bat if Jeff was satisfied, I was. Before I le ft I did take a close look 
at the eages, and I was satisfied the little 'tea sties couldn’t take them apart. 

They were little. For their intended use the requirements were over three pounds 
and under six. With the intelligent, nimble rhesus, that s just childhood. They 
grow to about 25 pounds when they are mature. 

Peace and quiet prevailed. The monkey played baseball. Continental 
bought the extra feed and my equipment somehow survived. 

I should amend that a little. Peace and quiet prevailed among the 
monkeys. But I was soon to learn, that , we also had , a lower form or life 
in our area. Neighbors. People, that, is - I just ©ant use the. words human 
beings. I think you will agree when I tell. you what happened. 

Early one morning a few days later Dick came for me. It was barely 
light, and that’s the time he got there, after he finished delivering the 
morning paper to the countryside. 
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. "SgHie of toe damned tilings are out," Is complained. "Will yon kelp me 

ctseh them. ; ■ 

"Sure," 

’ I- got my Mat and: coat, for- that- was the ; night of the first tfrost of the 
season. 

On the way down I ashed Diek what had happened* for I was certain there 
was no way the monkeys could hate opened the cages. ' 

"Damned if I know, ^his time they’re outside!” His disgust was well 
mixed with worry. After aLl, he had spent homrs trying to catch the little 
devils when they were confined to the building. 

I just couldn’t believe it. Each of our buildings had is two doors at 
every onening, and each door had a secure latch. The windowd were closed, the 
automatic gas furnace was supplying heat, and a time-eloek operated fan mechanically 
provided fresh air. All the openings were monkey-proof. When we got to the 
building, all dorrs were in fact closed and latched, all the windows were tightly 
shut, but there were three monkeys on the roof! 

"How in the hell did they get there ? " I asked Diek, as though he knew. 

"How the hell do we ctaeh them?" he wanted to know. 

Well, as it turned out we didn’t and eouldn’t. I took one step around the 
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end of the building* intending to cut "them off from the road and the impenetrable 
thicket of honeysuckle; vines* briars end trees aecross the road and without a sound 
every one- of theja; lisapf eared; I just couldn’t believe they had gotten into 

that tangle in the : sefond - it took me to got not more than 10 feet, but they 
were nowhere to be seen. k 

So we phoned Jeff, who was soon there, but not too so on, for that building 
was full of loose monkeys 'who from the outside sounded as though, they were 

' ; -i 

Wrecking it. Jeff and Dick waded in and about five hours later, tired and. ill- 
tempered, the had recaged all the monkeys. 

Meanwhile, my wife and I had been thinking about what happened. Our 
knowledge of some 4f the, people Who lived, if you’ 11 excuse the words* in the 

. r , ..... ... . . ^ 

area and were wha t we ©ailed - adult juvenile delinquents' and who we mentioned 
to each other by name seemed likely candidates. We eould imagine a monkey 
learning how to slide' the lateh on the inside door, stout screen doors I 
had made to let fresh air in and keep varmints out during warm weather. Even 
though the latches had to slide almost three ineb.es and had no handles, only 
a finger hole with whieh we slid them, we were willing to believe a smart one 
could master that. It might even be possible that a real smart one learned to 
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work the usual tjrpa M o¥ st6iji-4oot latch-look' eombinatiob we had on the outside” 
doors, fdr deflbetinfe the hShdle oh the inside wbuid'bpeb' them, with a : slight 
'pash; Bht ] ^ho’ bpehlrd 1 the L e ages? And who ever heard of monkeys closing doors 



behind 






: . ( / : 



We also know there was little excitement in our town, except for what 



the eisitens requiring excitement made for themsleves. '#hen there was nothing 



moronic or submoronie on television, there was nothing for seme of them except 
misehief, like shooting some of our geese, as had happened the summer before. 

r - i; S) r- 

Or stealing them and our ducks and turning them loose miles away. Eveny day 

1 the, 

was. a Dracula's Halloween for a couple ofythgBtn I hope you' ll exouse the 

word, n &en" . : ^ ‘ 1 " ‘ 

' At the same timei even the' quieter folk had been indulging' ih aabther 

well-developed loeal skill, gossip. The difference between our kind of god sips 

and the run-of-the-mill variety is science. Ours combine diligent practise^ 

well- learned pxHKKgrits examples (for they have observed the best practitioners 
daily), and a natural flair that is so close to genetic that Lysenko could 
use it as proof against the Mendellians. There is no other way of describing 
the high state of the art as it is and has been practised here, ^t is pure 



science 
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From just the little tidbits that had been coming baek to us in the form 
of questions we knew the local practitioners had been consummate talents. After 
all, it had been kind of dull in town recently. Mot in seven years had anyone 
stoen stolen another man’s wife. And it had been several years since thg local 



widow “had mardhed up and down her enamorata’s mother’s home one nigit screaming 



she would do herself in unless he returned to tend her needs. 



So the advent of the monkeys on our fans filling a pressing local need. 

It filled that need even better than we had dx imagined, and, we had had no reason 
to .restrain our imaginations. 



The closest Jeff could figure, they had turned only five of the monkeys 
loose. That was |2§0,QO worth. Naturally, he was unhappy. Worse, being a nice 
guy, he was worried. 

"Suppose some kind boxes one in a corner and goes up to play with it," 
he mused after het got back to our home. "I’m afraid the monkey might panie 
and either scratch or bite it. We’d better hunt then down." 

And he did-or at least he tried to. We never saw a monkey. After exhausting 
himself in the fruitless hunt, he decided to got for rifles and help. Before he 
returned, our phone had been busy. We sure knew where seme of the monkeys were. 




IS 



; ^ septu^eioki-ian. Carlisle^ ; wkQ had rebuilt^ 

" sehoolhouseinto an attractivehome for their. years of quiet retirement were 

eastern 

> f-r®*:- :^?^..-.^id©nee was 011 tije ed S e of the thicket-covered hill 

tp (5ur north, abc?ut %m city .blocks away,. Mrs. Carlisle: was ^©' worried 

about . itaat the little monkey piecing at he r place, I never did' learn. Id 

few 

I dont know if it had anything to do with her chickens and their eggs or 
net, hat I do know that when I got there Raymond had driven them all into, 
his little hen house . And that man, ’.•■•ho had spent a lifetime mastering hulls 
and ■handling spirited stallions weighing a ton and more, was a line's t quaking 
with fright when I got there. His voice was a shivering falsetto ask he 
showed me "thataway” , pointing behind the social building of the Christian 
eirareh about a hundred feet above his home. I didn’t see 'ihatbtli^e-pou^d 
terror. I also searched Raymond’s garage and every other likely place, without 
success or clue, and tramped when I could through the undergrowth. 

. When I got home . Jeff was baek and my wife reported Betty Burdette’s 
call. One was running up and down the side of her bam. Betty was about a 
mile to the north, at the upper end of town. So off we went, stopping at the 
garage and grocery store to get the latest reports. 

Betty *d monkey was confirmed - several people had seen it - and there 




was one at the crossroada a*** torn. one had entertained five ear- and 
truckloads of men with his acrobatics. Whether he was the 'same as the one 
climbing up and down the abandoned windmill where Spencer L 0 y lived. we didn’t 
learn. But all three were in the same area. 

One of the Pearres (locally pronounced Pih-l«e) joined our safari 
and described the acrobatics. There is quite a large poplar tree at the 
cross-raods. it is about three feet aceross the but and reaches upward 
about a hundred feet. With the shoulders, the pike if perhaps 25 feet wide, 
and the side opposite that poplar is as dense a jungle as joins our property. 

"Do you know," Pearra said in obvious awe and in the manner of a man 
who just cant believe what he knws he has seen," that monkey ran up that 
poplar to the very top and then just sailed aecross the pike into a little 
wild eherry." 

"You’re not exaggerating?" I asked, but I put it in the form of a 

question just to be polite, not to give the man offense. I didn't believe 
it. 

"Not a bit’." Pearre insisted. "You just ask" and te re he rattled off 
s half dozen names, all eyewitness who had parked their vehicles and watched 



the incredible sport. 
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THat Simian was nowhere in sight. Nor was there one in any of Spencer 
Loy's haras or other outbuildings,, or under his parch. .Working our way home 
we visited Betty Burdette. H e husband' Bernard is a butcher. H e had converted 
his barn into a combination slaughter house and butcher ship. That’s- where 
her monkey had been playing. 

"Why he ran up the side of that barn easier than a catl" Betty asserted. 

Again I had trouble giving credence, but none of this fazed Jeff. He more or 
less seemed to expect it. 

"When did you last see it?" he asked Betty. 

"’Bout an hour ago. I left the hayloft door open and I put some fresh 
hamburg on the floor downstairs, right inside where the broken window is. I 
thought he might be hungry and that, you might catch him inside." 

We thanked her for her thoughtfulness. But, her: kindness and throughtful- 
ness had been to no avail. The hamburg was there but the monkey wasn’t. 

Home agin and Lil told us Mrs. Carlisle had just that minute seen the 
monkey, so off we went. This time Jeff did spot it and gave chase, It was the 
damnedest thing that see that 800- pound man charging around and around the 
church and social hall behind a three-pound monkey, never able to close the distn 
distance between them and never able to get a safe shot. That monkey always 




managed to keep himself between Jeff and some building so Jeff didn’t dare shoot. 
When Jeff played It smart and reversed his field the monkey always anticipated it. 

By the time Jeff did think he had a safe shot, he was so winded he couldn’t 
hold the rifle steady. They monkey escaped into the brush. 

By then Jeff was legitimately pooped and I was tired from watching him 
poop himself, so we went home for a rest sad 8 drink. But he was worried, and 
not about the #250.00 loss he faced or the time wasted. 

"Tell everybody you can to please shoot them, not to try and efcteh 
them," he urged me. " I ’ m afraid everybody thinks a monkey is a pet, because 
that’s the only kind people ever see. But these aren’t. The have sharp, strong 
nails and real good teeth, and if they're seared they’ll use both. Small as 
they are, the might hurt a kid or even an adult. I’d rather lose my investment 
than have anyone r i s fe; of even a slight injury." 

If not noble, these struck me as decent sentiments. I never dreamed 
that if a monkey were caught it wouldn’t be returned, and I thought it was 
real nice of a guy to be willing for people to shoot his money away. 

We chatted for a while as he rested. It turned out this city boy had the 
same exalted and inaccurate concept of country people I had had to lose. That’s 



why he hadnUt put locks on the buildings. He had intended to because I had told 
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Mm I wanted Mm to. He had bought the hasps and locks, but in the limited time 
tad available had done other work, he thought more pressing. Before he left that 
day, the locks were on. 
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™ next day- I had to be in Washington. Again the night had. been cold, 
below frbexing, and I was certain those jungle ereatnres, with their requirement 
of 75^gree heat, all perished. Jeff, John and several helpers had ispeht 
a good part of the day beating, the bnsh. Down at the garage I was told it had 
sounded as though I had opened a rifle range. Lil reported no monkeys shot. 

All of this excitement ontop of the years of tensions we had had of our. 

own made me deeide to take Lil to my mother's in Wilmington for the weekend. In 

a little over three hours we were there. We succeeded in leaving all the, 

. . in which 

tumult behind. I didn t even have nightmares uf monkey glided up barn walls 

and sailed like Tarzan's friends on 50 and 75 foot leaps from tree to tree. 

We got back Sunday afternoon, refreshed and rested, ^onkeys- were the last 
thing on our minds . 

ffor about five minutes, that is. 

/ ' 

Floyd Cabell, who lives in out tenant house got to our home before ; I 
had finished emptying the ear. He had been looking for us. 

If I had found what I had seen and heard inux impossible to believe, 
what Floyd told me was even more incredible. Yet I was to learn that it was 
a modest understatement of what had actually happened. 
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All summer long we had had. a severe drought. Our pond had been dry for 

months. Saturday evening, an hour or so before dark, it had started to rain 
a little. 

Our town has no streets. ItXBxiHBdBxaiB The houses are on both sides 

of the main highway, the construction of which eonsummed the walks. Today there 

is not even a sidewalk. At the northern end, the road on whieh Spencer I>oy 

lives branches off to the east. Hear the southern end, at the bottom of a 

steep hill, the road on whieh we live begins and goes to the west. Opposite 

the beginning of this road is the grocery store. Below that is the garage, and 

adjoining the garage is the firehouse. Opposite the firehouse is Raymond Price’s 
It is 

bam, almost 40 feet to the peak of the roof. About ten feet uphill is the 
dairy building in whieh Raymond refrigerates his milk. 

Raymond is a widower. He is fond of and kind to animals. He has even 
more cats that, we do, and he cares for than well. Apparently almost nobody 
knew about it, but one of those bisk errant monkeys hadn’t gone north, but had 
worked its way east and found Raymond’s barn and the trees near it attractive. 

It is really strange that no one seemed to know one of the monkeys had 
t8ken up residence with Raymond. With the population explosion following World 
War 11, our town has grown to an unofficial census figure of 157. Counting 
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what you might call suburban Hyattstown, we have only about 150, counting 
infants. With the local grapevines and party lines, almost any tiQbit of 
information soon achieves a saturation spread, even when tbe store and garage 
are closed. Raymond’s monkey, apparently, was the exception. We hadn’t heard 
of it. 



Raymond still milks his cows by hadnd hand, alone. The eurious monkey 
got to watching him, and Raymond, enjoying the company and With his instinctive 
kindness toward animals, got to giving the monkey milking ration when he fed 
the cows. Soon they struct up what you might eall a distant friendship. Ray- 
mond didn’t try and catch the monkey and the monkey didn’t get too close to 
Raymond and the cows. But twice a day at milking time the monkey entered the 
ham and accepted his handout. At other times he climbed trees, stole apples. 



scaled the barn, and for variety jumped from the very top of the barn aceross 
the dairy and landed in the middle of Raymond’*! lawn. 

To anyone not familiar with Indian monkeys, such a performance 

is quite a feat. Raymond seemed to enjoy it, he liked the monkey keeping him 
company and anyway the monkey didn’t bother him. I suppose that’s why he never 
sent me word the monkey was there. We wante d it to stay there. 



When it started to rain after milking, with the barn door closed, the 
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monkey got chi lied sold uncomfortable. Some of the men, gathered at the 
firehouse, had left a door open, and the monkey sought shelter there. 

One of the men spotted it and slammed the door behind it. The monks# was 

four men, 

trapped, or almost, anyway. From the accounts I got, it took/an hour and a half 
or two hours before iizifaffiBSEx then had it im a large garbage can.. 

I guess we all have s little larceny in us, and maybe that day some of 
those four fellows had less larceny control than usual. Certainly they are 
not bad fellows. They spend houss learning how to be better firemen, and for 
a volunteer company, ours really is good. They get up in the middle of the 
night, in the bitterest weather, leave their Sunday dinners to get cold, 
flee ehureh and even their wives when the alarm sounds and ere without any 

prospect of gain off to help whoever needs help, fts an example of the kind 

of public services they render, the statistics show that last year they spent 

man-hours fighting fires, protecting property worth**** 

. There are no statistics on the number, of babies delivered on the 

way to the hospital, but dozens would be a conservative estimate. 

Perhaps they were brainwashed by the local rumor-mill; perhaps they 
did their own brainwashing. Perhaps they were joking. Or perhaps they were just 



greedy. Anyway, when I'lody had heard of the captured monkey, considering that 
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lie was a part-time employee of Continental, he went down to the firehouse to 



thank the fellows fpreatching it and to bring ! it home. Floyd is' a peaeable, 
well 'mannered young nian, not given to arguing. ,. He . was shocked at his 



reception' at the firehouse. l'' - i L " ’’ } ", 



*Tou want this monkey?’* he ; was : .asked. ."Okay, give us 50 bucks!" 
olitely he explained the monkey was private property, and it belong 
to Jeff Butler and his associates. To no avail. 

"Fifty buck and you get the monkey; no fifty bucks, no monkey." 

One after another the- men told him how they knew the worth of the 

creature, that others had been paid and they expected no less. And nobody 

was going to talk them out of it. They knew their rights. Floyd heat a hasty 

retreat and phoned Jeff. Jeff phoned the County Police and soon there was 

a fireman-policeman consultation at the firehousef x t was not a simple matter 

they deliberated.' X didn*t know it at the time, for I had just gotten home and 

hadn't brought our bags in, leave alone caught up on the Frederick paper. But 

apparently in our absence Buddy" May, who from time to time reports fires, 
area 

wreeka and other local emergencies to the papers, thought they mi ht be interested 



in the affair of the monkeys 



By the time the 



story appeared in print. 



it had 




me perfonaing experiments of only tp be imagined horrors on the monkeys, and 

in my home yet. Everybody believed the monkeys were diseased. Elsewhere in the 

county there had been a rabid fox. Naturally, that made these monkeys rabid. 

After all, it was in the same county, wasn’t it? Someone had even called the 

police and told them the monkeys were diseased. Buddy told me that the day before, 

when the police had been to the firehouse in response to this or these ealls, 

their report, whieh he said they showed him, specifically said "diseased” . Of 

dourse, Buddy didn t know the source of that report. 

© 

Well, when the valiant, trappers learned there would be no fifty bucks, 
one of them, monkey expert from way back, told the cops, "Look at that monkey. 

Why you can see its diseased.” 

The verion I got quoted the cops (without reference to his experience 
and skill in veterinary Bsdieine) as in complete accord with the diagnosis. 

But, unfortunately, his hands were tied. The monkey was private property and 
had to be returned to its owners. Nobody at the firehoue was happy about the 
legal requirements , and there is reason to believe some considered the 
decision against the public interest. I suppose the only happiness when the 
m8nk8y was returned was the monkey’s. 
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phoned Walter Hers hey, who lives in Gaithersburg, a dozen miles toward Washington. 

Walter is an amateur photographer, specializing in what might be termed n <sner- 
gency photography"- fires and eatastrophies of all kinds, whatever missions 
the different fire companies are on, the ears that get torn up, the people who 
get battered. The papers sometimes us his pictures and, naturally, this makes 
Walter 'happy. 

So he took some shots of the caged monkey, as Floyd prepared to bring 
him home and hastened to the Frederick papers. The photograph appeared, with 
a caption explaining that monkey "met his demise under a garbage can wielded 
by Francis (Buddy) May." Somewhat in contradiction, the bright -eyed simian is 
shown with an active interest in what was going on. At least in term of promin- 
ence this was one of Walter's greatest successes, for the picture appealed on 
the fron page of the safiefc- moming% paper, with about five and a half inches 
by eight and a half inches ofmspaee devoted to it. It was to achieve a wider 
circulation than I then anticipated. 

Believing all's well’ that ends well -after all, the monkey was ssfely 
back - I devoted myself to other interests. I had business in Washington the 

next day, and early in the morning I left. 



On the way home I stopped in Rockville, the county seat midway between 







tlie metrolopis and our home. Our ear needed replacing and I had arranged to 
borrow the necessary money. The new ears were due and I did some shopping ' 
around. Then something told me, some little voice inside that we often hear 
from time to time, to phone home. Lil told me there had been some more 
monkejr shines aid I’d best call Jeff. 

He had quite a story to tell. 

"What kind of people do you have up there?" he demanded. Patiently, 
fearing the worst, I extracted this story from him: Mrs. Dorsey Nicholson, 
known as "Sis" although she is sixtyish, had eaptured one of the monkeys and 
was holding it for ransom’. He andxkiHyd had been there, but she had stoutly 
refused to relinquish her prize. It was hers, she maintained, by right of 
capture, and unless she got $50.00 for hmx it, she was keeping the monkey for 
a pet. There was no persuading her, as Jeff explained it to me, that this was 
his property and she was in effect stealing it; that it was in any event 
urgently needed for serious purposes; that it any event would soon die if 
kept outdoors in an unprotected cage the Nieholsons used fbr dogs. 

"I finally decided I’d better wait and talk to her husband," Jeff 
told me. He had described quite a scene, bordering on the hysterical, but 
not something that in any way surprised me. Having no reason to believe 




Se did. He was still quite visibly shaken. Nothing like this had ever 
happened to him before, nor was there anything in his experience or education 
to prepare him for it. As a matter of faet, there can be no preparation for 
such doings. Only living though them and surviving with all mental processes 
not permanently affected. Nothing else. 

I sat Jeff down and tried to prepare him for what I was absolutely 
certain would follow (and it did). 

"You offered Sis ten bucks. That was very generous. You had to give her 
nothing, and the monkey is your property. Just tell this to Dors politely and 
firmly. Dont argue. Just demand your property and if you are still so inclined 



offer horn the ten bucks again. When hHxrays turns you down, dont argue - dont 
try and persuade him. Just tell him you are leaving to call the police and eome 



baek here and do it." 



Jeff was incredulous. "You serious! 






"Yery," I assured him. "Dont get In' any argument. If they dont agree 



wjfr 

ur an 



right away you’ll not he able to persuade them. Just eome hack and call the 



poliee." 



He left and returned in a short while with almost a glaze over his 



grey eyes. At first he was incoherent. Then he spilled out the starry 
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°f lecture on law ( of which possession, it seems, was nine-tenths), 
morality, ethics and fair play that Dorse had pour on him in an unending stream 
until- he could retreat. % this . time, as I recall it, there were details of 
what other people had gotten for their monkeys. Raymond Carlisle had gotten 

$50.00 for the monkey he shot, and hadn't 1 "Bud" Rivers for the one he shot? 
And if e dead monkey was worth $50.00, wasn't a live one worth a hundred? 

It then evolved, according to reports that had reached Jeff, that 
Raymond Carliide had infaet dispatched one of the creatures. The added 
details seemed, a hit hard "to grasp. But it seemid that the monkey was 
on the hood of Raymond’s ear, and that Raymond had gotten it with a shotgun, 
lad was later to give me his own version of how he hsd shot one. 

When Jeff had composed himself as much as I thought possible I dialed 
the police and gave feim the phone. H e ecpalined the problem, described where 
he was waiting, and was told that "shortly" a police ear would be here. A half 
hour later he again called and was told something had happened to slightly delay 

the officers, but they'd be here "soon". 

Now our county is called the wealthiest one in the country. It is also 

ealled "Washington’s bedroom" because such a high percentage of the residents 
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commute to Washington, where they work for the government . But the wealth of the 
county government doesn’t extend to the upper geogrpahic reaches, less than 20 
miles from the county seat. We have, it seems, one police ear assigned to "the 
upper county". 

That night there must have been rapes, murders, and a major assortment of 
other tragedies and sias disasters for in an hour and a half the poliee had not 
arrived. In between calls to police headquarters poor Jeff was on the phone 
.cancelling appointments he had with business associates for various times that 
night. E e lives right in the heart of tbe county, and is what hereabouts is 
known as a "city boy". After the recent incredible events in his country 
life he found the inability of the poliee to answer ±k his call fbr help in 
•sa hour and a half so fantastically beyond his comprehension that he was 
dazed all over again. Finally he phoned headquarters to say he could wait no 
longer and that he’d bu up again in t h the morning and would call the poliee 
then. I saw the stoop in his normally erdet walk as he left and knew his 
head was reeling. I can only imagine Mrs. Butler’s astonishment and discom- 
booberstion when she heard this story. 

Early the next morning I left fbr Washington and hurried through my business 
as fast as I could. I hastened home, arriving about 5 p.m. 




that Jeff woal(i get any better reception when"Dors" got borne that night I 
strongly encouraged Jeff to see me first. 

tNtif&r ir-A 

As gnnn aa I uuulfl— I - aas iBiiyd Uuitiy.lt "WS'B" " lalil)J!i j, fmu nhun 1 mil red . 

”lhat a day’. " Lil greeted me. "Monkeys’. People! " ^ 

It seemed that almost as soon as I had hungupthe phoneafter speaking 
to her things had started happening. First it was 'Sis who phoned. 

"Lilyaan," she had begun, severely and with great importance, and then 
she had launched into a nonstop series of disconnected demands concluding with 
the command that Jeff see her immediately. Lil rpomised to relay the message 
when 4e Jeff. The dire consequences that otherwise would flow didn't disturb 
Li, who had known Sis all her life. 

What did disturb. was a series of phone calls and visits that immediately 
ensued. In rapid succession she heard from two Washington papers and another 
photorgapher, already on his wsy out. On arrival, he ^wannadhrfl wanted to see the 
"wild mokfeeys that are terrorizing the community” . Lil said she did, too, which 
kind of stopped him short. Patiently she explained there was nothing to it, 
just the normal looseness of loeal tongues with nothing else to etc cup the 
time of their owners. Comvinced, the pEsxxaam photographer wanted only proof for 



his superiors that he hadn't goofed off, for they had heard perfectly hari-raining 
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and detailed accounts of the terror. He was satisfied with a photograph of the 
gsad? somewhat gaudy "Keep Out" signs on the doors of the closed buildings 
and a person inspection of hfc the premises, which revealed no ininterant simians. 
Lil then directed him to Sis’s. 

About fifteen minutes and Sis was on the phone again. Lil almost expected 
the honey drooling from her voice to clog the apparatus. 

"Li lyaan ,"she ge began," I got to thinking you might not have understood 
my other call, so I called back to tell you what I really had in mind was for 
you to tell that nice Mr. Butler to come and get his monkey.” 

”1811 tell him”, Lil replied and was about to hang up when Sis called. 

"Wait I That’s not all. I jast went out to feed the dear little darling 
(no reference to the visit of the newsphotographer) and ifeat do you think? Why 

he’s gone. Mot a sign of him'. And you can see whs re he just chewed right through 
the wires. And he’s gone l" 

Lil couldn’t understand the reason for a call to tell Jeff not to come for 
the thrice-refused monkey. She instead sought her bottle of tranquilizers. 

^-n the course of detailing this and other of the da afternoon’s adventures, 
Hil had made reference to one of the. newspaper people having said they had been 
told of the monkeys by a Mr. Wood’s in the State’s Attorney's office. That had 
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an overtone I didn’t like, but it was then to late to call the county office 
building. I did the next morning. I took a drink and sat down to try and relax 
Then Jeff arrived. He filled in the missing details. 

By prearrangement a polio© ear had met him. Joined by Dick, they went to 
Sis’s and were greeted by such a hysterical outburst of disjointed country law, 
ladylike vituperation and graphic descriptions of ailments, real or fancied, 
that might bring about her usd den collapse and death the policeman decided 
on- a prudent and hasty retreat. Sis is a very short woman, with especially 
short leggs. There is nothing imposing about her bearing. But her tongue is 
a different matter. 

I recall the time many years ago Tnhen we were just starting our ehieken 
business when she came around one afternoon asking if I had any of the pretty 
print cloth saeks in which we got our feed. I told her and the lady accompanying 
her I had that week’s, vhieh the feed company hsd not yet picked up. 

"How much are they?" she inquired, and I told her forty cents. 

"Forty cents’" she exelaimed. "That eant be. Thats terrible. Thats too 

high." 

It t I tried, as politely as I could, to expalin the refund on the sacks 
was forty cents- thats what the feed campany gave me for them. I charged nothing 
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extra when the ladies came for them, e ben though their deliberations 
frequently consumed much of my time that I really should spend on my work. 

Now is she wanted any of those 1 had for forty cents, I'd be happy (what a 
gargusatuan lie!) to show, them: to her. 

”fhy Charles -^inthicum sells them to us for thirty cents I” she 
rejoined, and she seemed genuinely put out that I would even think of 
not subsidizing tie local seamstresses. Before she stopped for breath my 
patience was cracking and I feared a break. 0 n and on and on she ran, endlessly 
repeating the same nonsequitors which were or dubious aecuraey anywhay. Ihen 
I gat the chance I said as firmly as I could, "Forty cents. The feed company gives 
me forty cents. If you want them, you ean havethem for forty cents. Now if you 
dont want them, that's just fine and if you'll excuse me I have work to do.” 

The tirade was continuing as I closed the door and I could see and hear 
it continuing as the women walked back out the lane. That was one experience 
I'd never forget. 

A. SQ So I suppose I was as prepared as anyone can be for what Jeff 
related. But I dont want to deceive you - one cannot fully prepare for such an 
experience, ^t is just too unreal. The policeman apparently reached the same 
conclusion. In Jeff’s presence he called Roekville on his radio and got the 




captain. Now I suppose all professional policemen, especially by the time 
they bare risen io tbe rank of captain, quite an ele rated position in. the 
police hierarchy in f-fgtty Suife &§shme that tfheh eitilehs srb 

told by competent authority what the law and soeiety demands of the, said, 
citizens will do just that. Looking at tbe situation impartially, it would seem 
this attitude on the part of Idle police, especially of a captain, is perfectly 
reasonable* Hence his outburst should not be considered unreasonable or 
un justified. 

n Hmphwhaatj;? w he shouted. "Say that again." 

Dutifully the policeman described the encounted all orer again, not 
failing to again si lude to Sis’s dear implication that this -violation of her 
rights and intrusl’on on her priracy might precipitate a heart attack, which in 
fact the policeman expected to follow with or without a previous medical 
history from just the eolor of her face. 

"That woman.’” The cpaitan decalred, according to the rersion Jeff g 
g8re me. Ihy they called up yesterday and I told them to gire the damned monkey 
hack. You just tell that man to come down here and sign the necessary papers 
and the sheriff will take care of everything.” 

X never did find out if this was the course prescribed by proper 
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procedures and law or if the captain was displaying the common sence that 
' elevated" him to that relatively high station just passing the buck, for 
Jeff admitted he hadn’t gone down to sign the papers. He told the officer 
he'd take care of it later. 

’’Tfflfy?’’ I wanted to know. This, it seemed to me, would have gotten, 
the monkey back and might even have quieted things down locally. 

Sheepishly., he told me that he had remained a trifle to the rear while 
Sis was telling the law the law, and out of the corner of his eye he could just 
see the direct measures Dick was taking to settle the crisis. Slowly, noiselessly, 

Dick unwrapped the many turns of bailing wire with which the gate of the cage 
had been secured. The wily monkey pretended to be unconcerned until the last turn 
had been removed. At precisely the right moment he bucked the gate. It opened and 
he. was off before Dick could grab him. So there really was no point in signing 
any papers. The humor of the situation did appeal to us. It is a secret we 
four have kept. And Sis could have had ten dollars for nothing and basked in 

At precisely nine o’clock the next day, the minute the offices were scheduled 
to open, I phoned the State’s Attomey'd offiee and asked for Mr. Wood. It evolved 

that Mr. Wood doesn't become a State’s Attorney until 11 ,a.m. daily. Prior to thfct 

\ 

hour he is in the private practise of law. I was given his number and phoned him. 




portion ot soflte of the houses are technically the property of the State. How 
it happened, I dont know, hut when my wife was a girl and the paving of the 
main road west from Washington was laid, the State decided the right of way would 
be and was sixty feet. This was in the mid-twenties. Well, tiers is a lot less 
than sixty feet separating the houses on one side of the road from those on the 
other. Pete’s porch abuts the shoulder. 

"Dick Johnson, dont you dare shoot that cute little monkey I” Cappie 
ordered when Hick drew a bead. 

"Now, Miss Cappie, I have to. D 0 nt want a kid to get scratched. or 
bitten. Pete’s afraid for his*" 

"Dont care what anybody says or fears. That’s 8 nice little monkey and 
its not bothering anybody}" 

Apparently Cappie shared her brother Raymond’s fondness for animals. 

Patiently Dick let her exhaust the adjectives and then said he hated 
to do it, too, but he just had no alternative. They kicked that possibility 
sround for a while and Cappie finally amde the first concession. 

"Dont care what you do scorn place else, but I’m not having you kill a , 
porr little monkey than aint bothering anybody on my land." 

"How about if its not on your land,” Dick wanted to know, quick to 
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That did it, I blew my top. In a rapid How of unseleeted by nonetheless 
appropriate monosyllabic word I succently gave him my opinion of his education, 
conduct and knowledge of the law. 

"Threaten me with prosecution for maintaining a public nuisance, huh? /; 
Just you do that, Blackstone," I shputed, Hand another part of your legal 
education will begin- real quick. who the hell do you think you are 
around threatening people? Did you ever hear about laws covering threats?" 

He hung up and I sat down to cool off a bit. But my heart was still 
pounding and perhaps there was still a trace of purple in my face when Dick 
came to tend the monkeys. I told him of the monkey in Pete’s tree, if that is 
where it was, and Dick told me to take it easy. He would get Floyd’s rifle and 
shoot it. 



"Pete’s my cousin," he infoimed me, "and I’ll talk to him and set him 



straight.” He returned a half hour later ±w with the corpus delecti for burial 

and told me of how he had been harrassed. He found the monkey aeeross the road, 
in a tree that was on ppblic property but in front of Cappie Price’s house. 



Perhaps I should explain that probably all the front porches and a fair pro- 




had put his eesspool in the seller end alongside the honse on shat is really 



publie property had dug his well, only a few feet from the wall of the honse 




sxpsagfiz He told me the water 1 b sted 



elean and otters, confirmed it, but I never took a glass of water in that house.' 
There was no secret about these plumbing arrangements. Everyone in town know of 



them. Pete had grown up aceross the road.When the town’s preacher, Arthur Mott, 



bought this and an adjoining property, rumor had it that he transfer ed some, of 
the« land to the erstwhile store building. If any cahnges were made in the 
provisions for water and waste I never heard of them. 

After Pete’s pressure had had a chance to subside I tried to explain 



to him first that he had no complaint with me, for the monkeys were not mine, 
second that he hhd no complaint with the owners, who certainly had no vandalized 
their own property in the middle of the night, and finally that if he- had any 
legitimate grievance it could best be met by helping indentify the vandals. 



Another gasket started to blow. 

”Dont give me that kind of sliek talk," he declared. "I’m not one of these 
local yokels who can be talked into everything. I’ll have you know I’ve had a good 



rvn .dr>“hnn1 



a <5 



T ranall It} and T know something about the law.” 
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irate and unspecified series of allegations the import of which was that by 
my illegal conduct I presented a hazard to the community and jeopardized 
the health and welfare of his children. Of course, I had a pretty good idea of 



what^ he had in mind, if this designation is not an exaggeration. 



but I decided to 



let the steam blow for a while. Meanwhile, I was thinking of how deep indeed his 



concern fo r the health of his brood must be when he housed than in a building 



whidh had virtually not a square ineh of land belonging to the property besides 



what the building stands on. it hsd belonged to Edgar Burdette, Bernard’s father 
aid before Bernard also a butcher. I had hauled the old man to the Washington 
f aimer’s market every Friday night for three years after the cops, following. a 
competent demonstration Of Edgar’s driving prowess, tofek him and his car to the 
District line and told him never to he eaught behind a wheel in that city again. 
His three, sons, ,all but Ghers taught by the father, were too busy to chauffeur 
the father, although during all the period I drove him, the old man regularly 

transported and sold some of the meat of one of the sons. If the father was ■ 
ever compensated, and knowing the son I doubt it, I wasn’t. The old man had often 
chuckled about his plumbing arrangements. The house had originally been mother 
eouaicy store. Ernest Harris, who I knew well, was its last operator. Edgar 




a little loeal glory. Site wound up with no frre money and looking a little 
ridiculous. Of course, she did have what for her was a lot of fun. Later when 
she saw Floyd in the store, while my wife was waiting for the mail. Sis lohndly 
called to him. 

"Floyd l Whan ya gonna turn some more monkeys loose. We haven't had 
that much fun in a long time." 

Of course, there was no fun in this for us, and. what little humor I had 
seen in the situation evaporated after supper than night when PPete" Comgeys 

—.phoned me. ^ had mown Pete from the time he was five or six years old. 
Occasionally on a Sturda Saturday night when we’d take our newphew Frankie to 

* $; 3 ,. . _ 

Frederick with us, to shop visit the stores and look at toys or once in a 
while to go to the movies when, there was an appropriate one for children- not 
very often- we’d take Pete along. He never shared Frankie’s greatest pleasure. 
We eould turn Frankie loose with a din soda fountain menu and he ignore all 
the sundaes, splits and flip, -‘mvariahly he passion was for a grilled cheese 
Sandwaieh. I have forgotten Pete's taste. I just dont believe it was grilled 

cheese. 

Pete was angry when he called. He is more or less grown up now, married 
and with a family. Without explanation or introduction he launched into an 
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seize the opening 

"¥ant.-do antyhing if its not on my land. But. I wont like it. I think its 
just terrible . Poor little monkey. A n d hi its so cute .” 

With that Dick proceeded to throw sticks and stones into the tress that 
grew on Cappie’s land, also known as U.S. Route 355, until the monkey sprang into 
the next rtee tree away from Cappie’s home. The first shot was clean.and effect- 
ive. Dick beat a hasty retreat. 

was patting almost as unhappy as Lii and I. Even a man who thoroughly 
enjoys hunting abhors needless,, senseless slaughter. And even with aH the 
troubles they had caused him, Dick did agree that the monkeys were cute. 




T 
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”1 understand you. are interested in the monkeys on our farm," I explained, 

politely, as befits a conversation addressed to a potential prosecutor. ”1 ealled 

to answer any questions you might have and to invite you up to see for yourself 

that this is a perfectly proper operation in which there are no diseased monkeys, 

no experiments, ho drugs, and not even a hypodermic needle with which to make 

ahy injections. I’d really appreciate it if you’d come up and see for yourself" 

and then added, perhaps a bit plaintively, ’’for things are beginning to get out 

oiff hand”, certainly the understatement of ghe year. 

He reaped. When his laughter subsided he expalined that in the past he 

had, in his private capacity, handled a few legal matters for Sis and Dorse, 

and that when she caught the monkey she had phoned him to ask what to do. 

"Get rid of it as quickly as you can. If you keep it you’ll get in trouble” 

was the advise he said he had givern. He also though it was very funny when I 

unheeded 

told him &he policeeaptain had given the same/advice, that the owner had been 
repulsed three times, . of the officer’s fear Sis w s s either joing to explode or 
at the very least have a heart seizure, and that now die had neither monkey nor 

the ten dollars. 

Mr. Wood was still laughing when our conversation ended. I wanted to but 



was afraid 
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With that load off my mind, I walked down to the store to get the mail. 

m 

Shirley Rivers is our postmistress, and mail time we go to the store, where, if 
the mail has arrived, she distributes it, "Mail time " is an approximate designa- 
tion. It covers a period of roughly two hours and has varied up to three hours, 
depending on what kind of a start the rural earrier has made, how heavy hismlo 
load, and the. nature and extent of the interruptions on his round. Actually., 
Hyatfstown is a substation of the Calrksburg Post Of flee. Why it isn* t the 
other way we just cannot understand. Most of the mail of the Clarksburg Post 
Office is for Kyattstown, although Clarksburg is a slightly larger village. 

With the wisdom we often find in our Federal Government , the Post Office . 
recently built a fine briek post office in Clarksburg and they pay a full- 
time postmaster to tend it. But shirley, from cubbyholes in the front of her. 
store, distributes most of the mail w£ tsar for the area if and when it arrives. 

That was a *lat£ morning. Mister Hanvey apparently had encountered dedays. 
That gave Shirley and Bud a chance to bring me up to the minute on developments. 
First Bud showed me the hack of his right hadd, which was streaked with deep 
scratches, almost cuts. 

"That’s what a ’dead’ monkey did to me." He explained. "I should have 
known better"- and indeed he should, for Bub is a profieient marksman and Sn 
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experienced hunter. °n the side he keeps himslef, his store and his friends 
well supplied with hams and turkeys he wins at "shoots”. 

"I shot him the other night, after dark, in the baek yard, "Bud 
explained. "I should have rolled him over with my foot but I just, forgot 
and reached down to do it with my hand. Stupid. He did that with one swipe. 

But he was dead. I didn't ha to to shoot him again". Pretty good nighttime 
shooting, I thought, and I guess Bud did, too. 

fheh we got into Sis's capture which, it turned out, had been eare fully 
planned and well assisted. Bud was one of the assistants. The story he and Shirley 
tplil me wasn't quite the same as the one Sis phoned in to the paper. The published 
account gave prominence to Sis’s proficiency in the skills of the old West. a 

way, this is in keeping with the family tradition, for Dorsey Junior has from 
boyhood lived a pretense of being a westerner, complete with appropriate garb, as 
he conceived it, sideburns and lengthy and detailed accounts of he long history 
of breaking the wildest broncs the West could provide. Might after night while 
waiting for the bus on whieh my wife returned when she was working in Washington - 
the buses were something like the mail, or vice versa, for often I'd. wait as 
much as an hour.- I'd hear his glowing descriptions of the fire in ole Paint, 
the wiliness of ole Hardmouth, the spirit of that stallion with the long mane. 
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This was in the old store, an ancient wooden structure heated by an almost as 
ancient stove around which we gathered for warmth. Eever Everybody just smiled 
and let the boy rave, for none of us believed he had ve ever been a hundred miles 
away and, of course, the truant officers would have ini taken a dim view of 
such a career for a schoolboy. As he matured, if this is the right word, young:. 
Dorsey preserved his devotion to the west with only slight modification. His 
dress and general appearance was that of the typical TY badhian. He seem d tb 

have a compulsion to identify with the villain. I have no reason to believe 
this role is out of character. 



According to the pape paper, this "sixty year old woman/proved her 
lassoing talents this morning. .. .^j^e monkey, perched atop -the roof of Mrs. 
^ieholson’ s neighbor’s home, was kept on the roof by the ( ne ighbor’ s ) dog 



while . . . .MxzxzSizhoclsanztBBaffidxthsKEBp® Standing in her front yard Mrs. 
Hieholson tossed the rope and lassoed the monkey on her first try.” The 
account concluded "Mrs. Nicholson said she now has the monkey safely tucked away 
in a cage in her back yard. She notified authorities of her lucky catch. Tn 
her own words, ’it was an uneanny experience’." 



Uncanny is hardly the word. The closest point of Sis’s font yard is 
~ 4 * a mcxA -f* •pw'im *hVi« n t crVi v>o t* ’ s home and the home is at least 
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25 feet high. The combined talents of I 






raTdpg "Buffalo Bill" Cody 



and Will loggers couldn’t top that performance. 

Bud's story, confirmed by Shirley, was this: The Koehler’ s dog surprised 



the monkey on their front porch. The monkey .climbed one : of the proch roof . supports 
and clang there motionlessly, with the dog barking up at it. Sis and others were 
attracted by the comrnticn. But Sis and Dorse had been foresighted. Possibly 
motivated by the proliferation of account of the easy fifty dollars to be had 
for monkey trapping, Dorse had fashioned a clever devise from a long pole, a 
rings ana a rope. By means of the device. Sis and her assistants were able to 
reach the pole up to the top of the pole. The roof of the porch kept the monkey 
from going higher and the dog kept it from coming down. Garefhlly she laid the 



loose bight of the rope around the monkey, and as she pulled on the free end of 
the rope, at the end of the pole in her hand, the ring allowed it to slide 
snuggly around the monkey. But and out uncle "Dolly” Burdette helped Sis 

got an empty milk case and in it carried the monkey to Sis’s cage. 

The avarice and greed I had suddenly seen in our normally- quiet little 
community sickened me, and when the mail eame I went home. 
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Just in time, too. I T m glad Li 1 didn’t tka take the phone call that 
I got the moment of my return. 

It was from a woman whose name I didn’t catch from the National 
Capital Park and Planning Commission. 'This is a governmental body whose 
function is the more or less oversea the zoning, planning and use to vh ieh 
land is put in Washington’s suburbs, ^t is far removed from us, functionally 
and geographically. 

**We have been flooded with telephone inquiries about wild monkeys 
terrorizing your area. We have heard that they are rabid and otherwise 
diseased, and the numbers reported are from 10 to 500.” That’s the way she 
began. Even after the shocking developments in the moneky rumor machines of 
previous days I was hardly prepared for this. 'First I asked her who the reports 
Game from, and she said well, they really were inquiries. 

"From Jfcom?" 

"Newspapers." 

"Which ones?" 

"Either they didn’t say or I dont remember." 

Narv By this time I was getting sore. I asked if she had ever had a 
reported phone before without identifying both himself and his paper^ and she 
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upon reflection admitted this should have happened. I suggested the 
possibility that our local rumor factories had developed a high ehough 
proficiency not to require governmental assistance and ask wha asked what 
business this was of the National Captisl Park and Planning Commission, even 
if the lurid accounts were true? Receiving no satisfactory answer I suggested 



any further inquiries be referred to me. There were none. 

hst-rr?-?# 

Myi.bteed I'l w ri nrid mui I , turned u . t . o ,, nt h, aK i thA»gB . 

mb there came a knock on the door and my Wife answered. 



inviting in a pleasant gentlemen who identified himself as Cleveland Hyatt , 



an agent of the County, te chatted for a while. He apparently was a descendant 
family 

of the ma n whose ownership of our property could be traeed back to the Indians. 

We were the first people outside the family to own it. 

Caruterously he explained his mission. His office had heard from the 
State’s Attorney’s office of a possible zoning violation on our part and 
he was there to look into it. Step by step I unsnarled the rumors and gossip 
from the fact and pointed out that the building in which we had once fed 
and watered chiekens .were now being used for the feeding and watering of monkeys. 
Of my own knowledge, this was all I eould say, except to assure him that no 
experiments of any kind were being conducted by anyone. The water came from 
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During all this time I had paid scant attention to the local papers. I 
had other things to keep me busy, and the monkey affair was just wasting time 
I needed for other necessities. But when I was shown a copy of the "Gaithersburg 
Gazette for September 24, mr blood pressure rose to a new ehigjht, 



Under the ssme picture of the monkey - this time with a credit line to 
"Ace” Hershey, rather than Walter - for the first time I. realized that aLl this 



nonexistent experimental work el lege dly done on the monkeys was attributed to 

me s personally and my home was the "lab” I I didn’t knowmif it was libel or not, 

and of course I wasn’t about to sue anyway. But I also didn't any more such 

hair-raisers circulated, Its bad enough when gossip is spread by word or mouth. 

Deep down inside people realize that if the rumor isn’t completely false, there is 

a reasonable prospect that at some point or points there has been considerable 

embellishment. iEulfoixxaiBg But when it appears in print, then it has an imprint 

of authenticity that not only surmounts any scruples that might exist, but it 

is also considered of such fundamental accuracy that it will stand fancy 

Q j<\*L 

embroidery. Of eourse, there was nothing accurate in the story, althou gh under 
other circumstances it might have been harmless. In context, it validated 
most of the rumors. The sentence thst really galled me XBSdxX: said the monkeys 



broke loose from the home of a Eyattstown resident who is reportedly conducting 
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experiments with them, and have had local residents in an uproar..." 

Nat Blum, the .weekly’s editor and staff, answered the phone himself. 

When he at first was resentful I got a little hot myself. But the heat soon 
cooled and we were talking to eaeh other as reasonable men. I' asked him how 
he could possibly have printed such "news” without at least phoning me to 
confirm the facts? He explained that Walter Hershey - excuse me, ’’Ace"- had 
come in just as the paper was going to press. H e very much wanted that picture 
used. Blum told Hershey he had none of the information that was required for the 
caption and lershey assured him that was no problem and with that took tHS 

clipping from the Frederick paper. 0 n the one hand, Blum was a little leary 
of the story} ; on the other hand, Hershey brought other pictures in regularly, 
and people are all interested in other peoples troubles, like fires and wrecks. 

So Blum used the picture, using tiar what he called a toned-down version of 
the Frederick paper’s story .He even got the clipping and read it to me and indeed 
he had subdued. He apologized, offered to print any kind of a retraction I wanted 
and wound up begging me to write a truthful Story for him. I told him I’d be 
content if he’d just check any further stories he saw fit to run for accuracy. 

I dont think there were any more. 



Then I got copies of the stories that had appeared in the Frederick papers. 
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Here again the papers has been imposed upon by people they had no reason to 
mistrust.. Several stories quoted the informants by name. One account referred 
to my home as a "research laboratory", repeating the error twice. Another began 
with the startling information "There are wild monkeys running loose in Hyatt s- 
town." This was the first story. It took four days for my home to grow into 
a "research laboratory". It was the version that began the fictions about my 
"conducting experiments on the animals" In my home. A week later my home was 
redeseribed, this time as an "experimental laboratory". 

Here again the paper agreed in the future to cheek the facts before 
publication. They even wanted to clear up the confusion by doing a picture 
story. I was happy for the journalistic silence that has ensued. 
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my ..well and the feed eame from Mr. Rams burg, *o got it from Purina., W^t, I 
wante d to know, is tbe legal difference between bousing monkeys and bousing 
ebic kens? And 1 incited bim down to see for himself tbe care, cleanliness,, 
and ±®s total absence of any kind of experimentation. He assured me tbis 
wasn’t necessary, ^e bad lived in the general area all bis life, bad spent 
some years huckstering prior to bis county employment and well understood 

the ease which with #iieh sueh rumors sprouted and grew. His report, be 
said, would agree with my expressed opinion, which was bis. He agreed that 
any other interpretation might open a legal Pandora’s box. 

If Llr. Hyatt hadn't been sueh a pleasant, considerate and well-mannered 
man I would have phoned tbe ©ounty Attorney's offiee as soon as be left. But 
in thinking about it I feared Mr. Hyatt might think I was going over bis bead, 
or hadn’t faith in bim. With misgivings I decided against phoning to set the 
record straight before a combination of wild rumors and fear of publie reaction 

didn’t indicate a wrong and adverse ruling. It was a mistake, and as it turned 

»SB 

out. Mr. Hyatt wasn’t tbe kind of man to misread my intentions. 

We weren't long in learning the magnitude of tbe mistake in judgement I 



had made. W-^hin a few days we bad a neat, official envelope from tbe Gfunty 
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Government . Inside was an official notification of the official determination 
that we were violating a sicited section of the code; in that we were using. . 
'land zoned agricultural for a pursuit involving experimentation with animals. 

■ We were given 15 days in tfiieh to appeal to the County 2ohi¥g -Board of Appeals. 

MS 

It was signed by J25£ iai&.Jxjward, the proper chief of "the prdper ; bureau of that 
division of the government with the duly designated authority* 

Immediately I phoned Mr. Soward, who was out. In his absence the man 
who answered the phone, in an effort to help me ealled out, "Hey, anybody know 
; 5 . anything about monkeys at Hyattstown?’’ Then he asked me to wait d minute, sm 
someone was going to talk to me* It was an embarrassed Cleve H ya tt who said he 
had hoped to see me before I got the letter, that he had failed to convince hi 
Soward, and that he had already spoken to the top man, who was in the office, and 
why didn’t I talk to him? I did, getting a courteous reception and the promise 
thatb it would be looked into. . , 

It wasn’t until I got to talk to an acquaintance in the County Attorney’s 
office that I learned the man to whom I had oken was temporarily acting eounty 
manager and would be too busy to do anything for a eouple of days. I expla ixe d 
to the County Attorney’s office that I was without income and for my own inter- 
est as well as that of the tenant going to fight the ease if I had to. Making 




that what I was about to say was not intended as a threat, but that this slight 
revenue froxa the rental of the buildings had a greater than normal significance' 
and I also thought some principles were involved and some precedents that might 
create : a monster of confusion in what remained: of the, county’* animal agriculture. 

"I have no direct knowledge of what uses to which the monkeys are put 
after they leave here, " I admitted, "-but I am positive they are put to no use of 
any kind here. Legally how is that different from the normal situationnin which 
a beef-cattle farmer buys young cattle, from half way and more accross the country, 
feeds them and sells them for slaughter? i understand that, like the eattle, 

they are slaughtered. Their kidneys are the crop, and from the kidneys such 

+ -u . . consumed 

things as vaccines are made. Probably the D Salk vaeeine program used more monkeys 

than all other uses combined, but they are still used for similar purposes. Now 

how it that legally different than t he use of parts of beef and dairy cattle 

for medieinal purposes, such as hormone production? And how about those 

government scientists who, to my certain knowledge, .because they consult with me, 

are engaged in legitimate experimental work with animals in the backyards of 

their hemes in residential areas? iud I’m not at the moment saying anything about 
the zoning or lack of it right in our town.” 

Fortunately, this, too, was a fine man who did believe I wasn’t making 
threats but wanted the countv to he swbw> a-p +.h,=» -p„„ 
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complications if I did have to defend myself, especially without a lawyer, 

for I couldn’t afford one. H e may. or may not have known of what I meant by 

the question of local zoning. I wasn’t just talking about people living on 

<kJ 

the State highway. There were commercial enterprizes, ^small commercial 
storage operation in a private residence, where the zoning was r "residential", 
various new construction during which had seen no posting of zoning application 
or permission and didn’t believe any had been sought or granted. 

My acquaintance told me to just wait while they chewed it over, that none 
of them wanted to do anything wrong or needlessly hurt anyone, but that if I 

didn’t hear from anyone within the fifteen-day period to be certain to write 

* 

a letter of protest keeping myself within the law and not admitting a violation . 
by default. 

One night in early October, to be certain I didn’t forget the deadline, 

I wrote the Chief of the Division of Zoning such a letter, intending to mail 
it in the morning. But early that morning Mr. Soward phoned to inform me that 
after further, consideration they had rescinded their action. 

"What does that mean", I asked. 

Forget about it," he replied. "We have no further interest unless we 



get more complaints." 
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S lms lie confirmed my suspicion that some of the pillars of our society 
tiad ••'been pressuring the government, directly and indirectly. Another outsider 
who, as X had done before him, married a local girl and moved into the 
community, once described these people to me. 

"They pray loudest on Sunday mornings and spend the rest of the 
week cheating, stealing, lieing and committing all the other convenient 
sins and raising hell with their neighbors," he had oree told me. Hi s 
belief was based on close observation in his church and in his business 
dealings. He was born and raised eleven miles away, but he was still an 
out lander. Of course- he had gone to Cornell; 

Imagine the intellectual bankruptcy of people who have nothing 
better to do with their time. Conceive of the emptiness of their lives 
when they can find the time for such and evil campaign, replete with the 
trappings of public-relations agentry, whispering campaigns and even 
pressure on the government. And all just, to hurt - all for a purely 
destructive purpose. - — — - 

Weeks have gohe by with no further incidents. I suppose there will 
be done and I wonder why. There have been no new scandals in town, nothing 
to occupy the empty days and nights once the housework is done, no new 
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sport or fun, so the same void remains, in their interests and in their days. 
3from time it o time I think about it. Ihen greed, avarice and venality yielded 
such gratification, such " fun” , why has it stopped? I finally decided the 
rumor mill was working iii ve reverse, That the possible consequences of -■ 

Pete Comegys’ threat, about which had done nothing had made them' all 
think. 

•Could 4 we do .something to. them? Would we? 




